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points, and our horses were as much irritated as we. Turn-
ing their backs to the wind, they tried to go with it We
could not, at first, see the necessity of submitting ourselves to
this military discipline, forcing us to spend the day under such
circumstances; but the other side of the argument, and after all
the more "weighty one, was that the sirocco would last for three
days with more or less violence, and we could not spend that
amount of time in a desert village, even under the more sub-
stantial shelter of a roof, without certain provisions, such as
bread, butter, and wine, of which our stock had been calculated
to last three days, and we had but one ration left, and that for
the breakfast of the third day.

During several hours' riding, when conversation was out of
the question, we experienced a great variety in the manner of
being blown about, and found a certain amount of comfort in
tying our hats down, and our overcoats up over our ears, and in
passing for some time under the shelter of the sloping walls of
rock, hugging them as closely as possible to avoid the wind.

At eleven o'clock we halted for breakfast which I would
willingly have gone without altogether rather than stop; for the
atmosphere was growing thicker and thicker, and we had-not
seen the worst of it yet

Our animals were fettered under the bank of a dry torrent-
bed, and the necessary canteens and saucepans were untied
from the mules' saddle-bags. With a small supply of roots and
fagots a fire was started, and the last dish of bosuf a la mode,
destined for destruction, was placed over it and screened from
wind by various contrivances. Finally it was considered hot,
and some of us were helped on pewter plates, while others
dipped into the pan; but alas! another minute a cloud of sand
enveloped us, and our plates of beef were no more. Our back
teeth had already been playing the mill-stone, with a good